THE   WAR  IN  MEMORY

day. Mr. Blunden was not, on the one hand, the
stupid, unthinking youth, without the capacity
for questioning the course of events or doubting
the iniquity of every soul against whom he might
be sent to fight; nor was he the impatient youth
in a hurry to test everything prematurely by lofty,
and sometimes dubious, ideals. He was sensitive
and sensible, a young English countryman:
distinguished merely by his intellectual faculties
from a million such of all ranks. Here is the
journal of what a million such saw, thought and
felt: with a few things added (some in verse)
which are peculiar to poets.

It is a very beautiful book. The march of its
music is such that we hardly notice passages
which would stand out against most backgrounds :
its truth is such that it never occurs to us to
question a single statement or to wish for supple-
mentary facts : the thing is there, and so is Mr.
Blunden, watching it, the competent small
subaltern, with his little books of verse in his
pocket: evidently good at his work: always
prone to cogitate and think of private jokes at odd
moments, whether when lying in a shell-hole
under the wintry stars or drinking port with
superior persons in more comfortable quarters.
He saw men whom he loved, and men whom he
hated, being tormented, mutilated and killed; he
saw a country of grass and trees, flowers and birds,
being churned into a mud-heap; he quailed under
deafening barrages and was awe-struck by displays
of murderous flares at night: now he writes an
on all that, fortified by memories of un-
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